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NESTER'S REVENGE 



|T WAS night, but the glowing fire lit up 
M the features of Seth McGuire. They 
■howed hii weather-beaten face, hit iron-gray 
hair, hit firm jaw. As he prepared his supper 
of beam, bacon and coffee, Seth muttered to 
himself. "I won't quit! I won't quit!" 

Behind Seth were the chaired, burnt-out 
timberi of hii cabin, hii home. A little earlier 
he had ridden back from town to find the cabin 
a smoldering ruin. He had not left a fire in 
the place, there had been no lightning; Seth 
knew who had set fire to his home, but he had 
no way of proving anything. That was the 
trouble; there wii a law against burning a 
man's house, but you had to have proof. It had 
been the same when his barn burned, when 
his fences had been cut. He was sure he knew 
who did it, but he had no legal proof. And he 
was a lone man, fighting against terrible odds. 

Seth heard a bubbling noise and leaned over 
to reach for the smoke-scarred coffee pot. 
That's no doubt what saved hii life. Just as 
he leaned, the rifle cracked and a slug cut a 
path through Seth's gray hair. He fell over 
backwards, but he was not dead. 

Seth woke up in the spare room of Doe 
Whitehead's frame house in Crosslail City. 
When he tried to sit up in bed. Doc gently 
restrained him. "Take it easy, Seth. I patched 
up your head, but I don't guarantee it'll stay 
in one piece if you joggle it." 

The patient took the advice, lying back 
gratefully, closing his eyes, "How'd I get here. 
Doc?" he asked, 

"Couple of riders found you lying beside 
your dying fire. They got to you just ahead 
of the wolves. Who do you reckon is gunning 
for you Seth?" 

"The gent didn't leave a calling card." 

"But you could make a good guess!" 

"A guess wouldn't do- any good in eouft." 

"Reckon that's true." said the Doctor. "Well, 
Seth. I won't fret you with talk. Just rest 
easy and be thankful whoever took that shot 
at you didn't aim an inch lower. Rest easy." 

"I can't spend my time lying here." declarer) 
Seth. "There's lots of work to do out at the 




place — seeding, plowing, fencing — n 
counting that I have to build a new cabin for 

myself." 

"I'm afraid you won't be able to do any work 
like that for a long, long time." declared the 
Doctor, gravely, 

Seth sat up abruptly. The sudden movement 
made him wince. "Doc!" he cried. "DocI You 
look all blurred and fuzzy. Say, I'm not going 
blind, am I?" 

The doctor was' suddenly aware of a long 
shadow falling across the injured man. He 
whirled to face a tall, bronzed youth who 
stood, stetson in hand, looking down. "Will 
he. doc?" asked the stranger, softly. "Will he 
be blind ?" 

"No," snapped the doctor. "No, he won't, 
not if he takes it easy and does what I tell 
him. But just who are you, anyway, stranger? 
And why arc you butting in here? Did you 
shoot him?" 

The stranger said, softly as before. "No, t 
didn't ahoot him. I'm called Farmer Jones and 
I just blew into town. They were saying in the 
cafe that a nester had been shot and I . . . well 
. ■ * I just came to see, that's all." 

Seth opened his eyes again. He could make 
out the blurred figures of the doctor and the 
stranger. "I can hear all right, even if I can't 
see so well," asserted Seth. "Doc, you mean 
well, but I rtn't just lie around on my back. 
There's plowing, seeding, fencing, building 
and all to be done. I've got to take care of my 
farm or I'll lose everything I've worked and 
fought for all these years." 

"You can't," said the Doctor. 

"But I've got to!" stubbornly responded 
Seth. 

"Wait a minute," put in the stranger. "Aa I 
said, my handle is Farmer Jones, But I reckon 
they might as well call me Nester Jonea, see- 
ing as how the names mean the same in these 
parts. And I figure ui nestars should stick 
together or there won't be any of us left. I£ 
you've got no objections, Seth McGuire, I'll 
go out and work your place while you're laid 
up." 
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"I «ant erlord a minf uld white- 

hairad lath, etobbornly- 

"Shucke. I don't aim to r»* paid," reaponded 
the stranger. "] figure you might do the •am* 
for me town time. What do you nr. pop'" 

The doctor ipoke quickly. "It'* t dealt'' ha 
said. "I apoak for my patient 1 And. now. Seth. 
roil try to fat some ileep while I ihow thl* 
strong Toun| man how to fat out to your 

ptowr 

Tha doctor ushered tht (tranger into another 
room, than, altar eloaing tha door, began talk- 
ing ewiftly and earneitly, keeping hit voice 
down: "Listen. That'a a nice offer you made. 
I don't know whet your game It, but I'm going 
to iieum* you're on the level. And It'll eaee 
Beth'* mind to think lomebody <■ working end 
plowing at hi* piece. But the plain Feet is, you 
mlfht •• wall clear out. Nobody can save that 
farm." 

"WhyT 

"Thle le moetly second-hand," eild the doe- 
tor. "I've been her* only a cnuple of year* 
myself. But It aeem* like Seth McGuire neited 
bora quit* • few yean ago He got hie land, 
legal-like and he got along peaceably with hie 
neit-door neighbor, Big Bill Billing*, who 
owned the Monarch ranch. Then Big Bill died 
end the ranch fell into the hand* of hie son- 
in-law, Weiely Neen. Weialy doesn't like neat- 
era. Period I" 

"Haa Seth McOuIre been Fighting e whole 
ranch alone?" 

"Yei. and a toeing battle," tald the doctor. 
"I'm told that he hae a eon, but the kid took 
off for parti unknown eome yean back. Said 
he'd be dinged if he'd be a sodbuater: (aid he 
wa* going to be a gunalinging cowman " 

"Kide get funny ideae .ometimes," mused 
the etranger. "I reckon thai boy could be a 
heap of help to Seih right now." 

"Maybe eo," responded the doctor, "but I 
reckon Seth would diiown him. He* ■ etiib,- 
born old coot I Anyway, you'd better take my 
advice. Farmer Joints, and light out. before 
Weaily Neen and hie boye put *ome bullet* in 
you. They don't toady to firmer*." 

"Sure, I'll light out." Hid the etranger. "I'll 
light out for Seth McGuire* farm and get to 
plowing." 

Weasly Neen and five of hi* flint-eyed gun- 
■linger* rode toward the man In overall* who 
wa» bent to the plow. "Heyl" yelled Neen. 
"Who are you and what ire you doing here?" 

"They cell me Farmer Jones," wa* the re- 
•ponia. "I'm just the hired man. running thi* 



horo plow." The) volet sounded bumble and 

"Wall, Firmer Jonee. we dont like to watch 
plowing we prefer to M* dancing," Hurled 
Weaily. "You'd batter denea.' 

"I'm (-sorry, I een't 4-dince vary well,' was 
the responaa. 

"Make him tike off those overall*, bote. 
Then he can dance good, III bet," Tailed one 
Of Wea*1y '* men. 

"Ho, ho, that*! a good Meal - •■claimed 
Wenly. "Drop your pants." 

The plowman itirted to unstrap his overall*. 

"Prontol" *houted Weasly. "Piiterl" He 
emphealied hla word* with a barking Colt that 
poured tluga around the firmhind't feet. 

The overalls dropped like lightning. And a* 
they dropped, they revealed two holster*, 
•lung low igein.t the plowman's leg*. Two 
revolver* sprang into action. Wmly's Colt 
wai knocked from hi* hind ind the whirling 
pistol* fliibed to disirm hi* Ave astonished 
asaistints, nipping tham In wrist, arm and 

The firmer stood with hi* two smoking 
gum. feeing tha if*, csttlemen who had their 
hsnd* raliad. "You won't get swiy wit', this." 
»n*rled Weaily Neen. "Well fet you from 
ambuih. just tike we fot Seth McOuire." 

"Heir thit. Sheriff?" liked the plowmen. 
"A confusion I You might as well lock the** 
hombree up, pronto!" 

"Thit I will!" eild the sheriff, rising from 
hie hiding place behind the charred ruins of 
Seth'* cebin. "And I may siy. Mr. Firmer 
Jones, that wee as brive and •* fin* ■ piece of 
gunelinging as any I've *een in ill my born 
diya." 

•>.■■ Ml SETH," tild (he doctor. "Her*'* 
MB Firmer Jone* come to viiit you and 
he'* got aome great new*. He got proof against 
Weasly Neen and put him in jail. Your farm 

Seth reached out hi* hind and grasped the 
man called Farmer Jone*. "You're a real 
friend ind ■ real man," he laid. "Wish my 
own aon had turned out like you." 

"He did," chuckled 'Parmer Jones.' Hi. grip 
on the older man's hind tlfhtened n he uld, 
"When I left homa I told you I winted to 
know how to do somethinf besides running 
■ plow. Well. I fot to be ■ cowhand. I got to 

it come* in real hindy— even for ■ firmer Tl 

POPI" 

THE END 
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